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Morality, by her false guardians drawn,
(Chicane in furs, and Casuistry in lawn,)
Gasps, as they straiten at each end the cord,
And dies when Dulness gives her Page the word.
Mad Mathesis alone was unconfined,
Too mad for mere material chains to bind,
Now to pure space lifts her ecstatic stare,
Now running round the circle finds it square.
But held in tenfold bonds the Muses lie,
Watched both by Envy's and by Flattery's eye:
There to her heart sad Tragedy addrest
The dagger wont to pierce the tyrant's breast;
But sober History restrained her rage,
And promised vengeance on a barbarous age*
There sunk Thalia, nerveless, cold, and dead.
Had not her sister Satire held her head ;
Nor could'st thou, Chesterfield !  a tear refuse,
Thou wep'st, and with thee wept each gentle Muse.
When lo I  a harlot form soft sliding by,
With mincing step, small voice, and languid eye :
Foreign her air, her robe's discordant pride
In patch-work fluttering, and her head aside :
By singing peers upheld on either hand,
She tripped and laughed, too pretty much to stand;
Cast on the prostrate Nine a scornful look.
Then thus in quaint recitativo spoke.
u 0 Car a ! Cara ! silence all that train :
Joy to great Chaos ! let division reign :
Chromatic tortures soon shall drive them hence,
Break all their nerves and fritter all their sense: